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"What matters is that there was no telegram. You will
find that out at the post-office. Alison was lying to cover
Ella, and Ella kept quiet to cover him. It was she who sent
him off because she knew that he had been Julie's lover
he was poor and useless; she was afraid that Julie might
tun away."
"Now," said Sophie, "perhaps you will believe that I
have eyes."
The Baroness, looking up, saw that they were in the
dark; only the firelight illumined their faces and hands.
"It is true," she began without knowing what she
wished to say, "it is true that—in a sense—after Rupert
died and Julie was a widow, I	"
"I will not endure this," the Baron exclaimed. "You
are like bloodhounds, all of you.... I will not listen—now.
. . . You will go, please. ... I must see you all again
when	"
He turned away abruptly that they might not see his
face. When he had been gone a little while, the others
moved. Goof went last, having paused to throw a log on
the dying fire. All wrong, all wrong, he thought. We've
hurt no one so much as the old man. And hearing Sophie
in the doorway say to Allard in breathless eagerness: "Let
me have tea with you! Let me come over to tea with you!"
he hated his sister.
The Baron had climbed to the head of the stairs and
was seated in a little alcove there. Opening his hand, he
found a twist of string and began to unwind it. He won-
dered where the stuff had come from and what to do with
it. You couldn't drop it on the stairs; someone would trip
and falL ... The sound of voices below recalled him. The
front door slammed. Well, Allard had done his business.
Not Allard—he was led by the nose—but the women.
Mischief-makers! Liars! he added suddenly. This stuff
about telegrams. Questioning poor old Kerstholt! Ques-
tioning Juffrouw Steen at the post-shop! You can find out
at the post-office, that woman had said—as though he'd

